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Summary 


Satsuki’s will is absolute. Like iron. Or like like the mountains refusing to bend to the wind. 
And yet here, in Ryuko’s hands, Satsuki feels herself soften. 


Satsuki tries to start a new life after the death of Ragyo. Ryuko helps her figure out what 
normal can look like. 


Notes 


See the end of the work for notes 


“Those who lack resolve are incapable of even wiping their own tears.” 


Satsuki’s will is absolute. Like iron. Or like like the mountains refusing to bend to the wind. 
And yet here, in Ryuko’s hands, Satsuki feels herself soften. She doesn’t know what Ryuko’s 
done to her- how she's managed to melt iron or tempt mountainous stone, but she knows that 
people are not cut from the same cloth, and perhaps Ryuko’s fabric is more durable than 
Satsuki’s. Or perhaps it’s softer. The direction of the difference is still unclear to Satsuki. 


“Sats,” Ryuko says softly, in that gruff voice that Satsuki likes the sound of. “You're okay. I'm 
here.” 


Satsuki blinks. Ryuko uses her thumb to wipe away the tears on her cheek. Satsuki didn't 
even know she was crying. She forgets she can sometimes until Ryuko catches her tears. 


“I don't know what happened,” Satsuki murmurs. She knows that Ryuko came over. They sat 
on the couch, drinking tea, like they do every week, and- 


“We started talking about Mom-” Ryuko starts. 
A pause. Then a correction. 
“We started talking about Ragyo, and I think you kind of Jost it. ” 


That sounds about correct. Satsuki nods. The warmth of Ryuko’s hands holding her is enough 
to remind her that she's back. That Ryuko brought her back. 


“T had... an episode?” Satsuki asks very softly. Neither know what else to call it when 
Satsuki ‘loses it’. 


Satsuki has been having a lot of episodes ever since she decided to change scenery and move 
to a condo away from the Honnouji Academy and the Elite Four. The sight of either most 
days, despite the war being over, was too much for Satsuki to bear. The Elite Four still visit 
her sometimes, but Satsuki lets Ryuko visit the most. 


“You could say that,” Ryuko says. She gives her a small, warm smile and Satsuki smiles 
back. She wishes she could burrow into Ryuko’s warmth, the way rabbits do in the wild. 


Heat to iron- it changes its color and loosens its atoms. 
Satsuki scrambles to put herself back together. 


“Did it take long for me to come back?” 


“Not longer than usual.” 
“Hm.” 


Ryuko is patient in ways Satsuki couldn't begin to understand. Sure, she waited years to 
overthrow Ragyo, but she couldn't imagine herself caring for another out of pure adoration 
the way Ryuko does for her. 


At least, she couldn't before. Sometimes, Satsuki convinces herself that she could for Ryuko. 
She thinks that maybe Ryuko taught her gentility, wrapped up in a surly, butch exterior. 


Satsuki turns her head, looking around the room, and Ryuko releases her. 

“The tea must be cold, then,” Satsuki murmurs. 

“Are you pissed ‘cuz you don't have a butler anymore to make you more?” 

Satsuki sighs and closes her eyes. “Perhaps.” 

“I can make more,” Ryuko suggests, standing, and Satsuki’s beating heart chases after her. 
“No,” she says immediately. Ryuko looks back. 


“Please, I-” Satsuki crumbles a little bit in on herself. “You've already done so much. I'm an 
adult; I can warm up a few measly cups of tea.” 


Ryuko sits back down. Of course, it's not about her ability to make tea. It's about Satsuki’s 
image, crumbling and unfurling under the gentle hands of her sister, even if Ryuko tells her 
over and over that it's okay. 


“PII do it,” Satsuki repeats, hushed and tormented. Ryuko nods. She leans in. She presses a 
kiss on Satsuki’s cheek- perhaps as a sister, and perhaps as something more. 


“So grown up,” Ryuko teases. Satsuki blushes and stands, taking tea cups. 
“Don't forget who's older here,” she warns Ryuko. 


“A year! It's a year. Fuck off, seriously.” Ryuko grumbles and crosses her arms. Satsuki 
hums, beginning to turn on the stove. She thinks about the span of a year as she does so. 


A lot can happen in a year. In a year, Satsuki wonders what will happen between her and 
Ryuko. 


“Mako asked me out again,” Ryuko relays the following week, stretching and yawning on 
Satsuki’s couch. Satsuki returns to her with their tea. Ryuko’s has much more sugar in it than 
hers does. 


Satsuki sets the cup and saucer down in front of Ryuko. 


“You mean on a date?” Satsuki asks, still learning how to navigate the social life of normal 
young adults. 


“Yup.” Ryuko slurps her tea. “She said you can come too.” 

Satsuki stares at her, bewildered. 

“But you said that it's a date.” 

“Our last date you came, too,” Ryuko says plainly, scoffing. “She had fun.” 


“Yes, but-” Satsuki pinches the bridge of her nose. “Won't I impede on your...” Ryuko looks 
at her, raising a brow. “Romantic endeavors?” 


“You're so fucking stupid,” Ryuko mutters, teasing. She sets down her tea cup. “You don't 
have to come, I'm just putting it out there. Mako knows we’re kinda a package deal.” 


Satsuki rubs the rim of her teacup, considering normal young adults’ social lives once more. 


“Ts that normal?” she asks Ryuko softly. It’s more vulnerable of a question than she'd like, but 
one Ryuko is more suited to answer. “For sisters to be ‘package deals’ ?” 


Ryuko snorts. “You overthrew your alien-god-mom. You shouldn't have to worry about 
whatever normal is. And you definitely don't have to worry about it around Mako and me.” 


Satsuki nods, still tracing her cup. Her resolve bends to Ryuko, ever so slightly. 
“I can come with you,” Satsuki says quietly. “So long as Mako is okay with it.” 


“Oh, she's more than okay with it.” Ryuko grins. It's silly and cocky, like how Ryuko is, but 
Satsuki likes it. “She thinks you're hot.” 


Satsuki deadpans. 


Yeah. Perhaps she should stop worrying about being normal in the company of a bunch of 
bat-shit-crazy people. 


Satsuki stands tall behind Ryuko and Mako in line for an ice cream stand in the park. Mako 
had suggested ice cream during the date because Mako always suggests ice cream when it’s 
an option. Children run around them, and Satsuki fights the urge to take Ryuko and Mako 
into her arms to shield them from their shenanigans. 


High in Satsuki’s mind, she wonders if this is how Ryuko feels about Satsuki. She wonders if 
this is what care and adoration feel like to someone who might have more experience with it. 


“Satsuki-Chan,” Mako chirps, looking up at Satsuki. She's like a bunny talking to a 
skyscraper. A child almost runs straight into her. Satsuki jerks her hand out, just in case. 


“What flavor do you want? There’s vanilla, chocolate, strawberry- oh, I like strawberry- mint 
chocolate chip-” 


“I want a mint chocolate chip,” Ryuko says. 


Mako looks up at Satsuki expectantly, and Satsuki feels warm. Perhaps it’s the weather. Or 
perhaps she dressed too heavily again. Or perhaps it’s the fact that Mako is a living, breathing 
sun and almost standing on top of Satsuki’s toes. 


“PII have what Ryuko is having,” Satsuki answers. Mako gives her a happy thumbs-up. They 
approach the front of the line. Before either can order, Satsuki shoulders her way through 
Mako and Ryuko, taking out her wallet. 


“Oi-” Ryuko huffs. “What gives? You’ll get your turn.” 


“Tl pay,” Satsuki says. Ryuko and Mako look at her with wide eyes, then at each other, then 
back at Satsuki. 


“Sats, it’s fine.” The hostility has exited Ryuko. “I can afford it.” 
Torment gusts around Satsuki. But her will is absolute. She refuses to bend. 


“I said ZII pay,” Satsuki asserts once again, firm. “Ragyo left me nothing but a mess to clean 
up and enough money to last me a thousand separate lifetimes, so /’// pay, imouto.” 


Ryuko raises a brow. She opens her mouth to try forming a protest, but Mako’s eagerness for 
free food cuts her off. 


“Thank you, Satsuki-Sama!” Mako chirps. “It sure is nice being treated! Hooray us!” She 
playfully prods Ryuko on the torso with her elbow. “At least Lady Ragyo was good for 
something, huh?” 


Ryuko grimaces. Her gaze turns to Satsuki. They lock together at this moment- the only 
people alive who know the true weight behind the statement at least Ragyo was good for 
something. The only people alive who have truly been at the hands of Ragyo’s torment, both 
figuratively and literally. 


Her only daughters. 


Satsuki looks away, clearing her throat. She usually tries not to think about Ragyo for too 
long. At least not now, while they’re in public, and she’s convinced herself that she needs to 
stand as tall as a mountain. 


“I’m happy to treat you, Makanshoku,” Satsuki replies, unwavering. She hands the server her 
card and Ryuko looks down, kicking at the dirt. “One strawberry. And one mint chocolate 
chip. My little sister and I will share.” 


Over the next few months, dates with Mako become a regular occurrence. It is a new normal 
for Satsuki, whatever normal may be. They usually come back to Satsuki’s condo to hang out 
a little longer afterward. Ryuko and Mako cuddle on the couch, and Satsuki... 


Well, Satsuki tries her best, but she’s not sure how close one is supposed to sit between their 
sister and her girlfriend. Ragyo had blurred the line between mother and daughter for her, as 
well as infinitely many others, including the lines between friend, sister, and girlfriend. 
Satsuki only knows what it means to be physically too close or not touching at all, so she errs 
on the side of caution; she doesn't sit on the couch with Ryuko and Mako. 


This time is different, though. Satsuki plops herself down on the chair next to the couch, and 
Mako looks at her with wide eyes. 


“Do you want to join us, Satsuki-Chan? You always look so lonely over there!” 
Satsuki stares at her. Then she looks at Ryuko, and Ryuko shrugs. 

“It’s whatever you’re good with, Sats.” 

Satsuki takes a moment to consider. 


Ryuko is always warm, unlike Satsuki. She looks at Satsuki with that warmth in her gaze, and 
it unfurls Satsuki- wants, desires, and vulnerability. Satsuki shrinks and relents, walking to 
the couch and sitting so that Ryuko is sandwiched between Satsuki and Mako. Ryuko kindly 
presses her body against Satsuki so that she can be warm too, and Satsuki is grateful, even if 
it makes her feel young and meek. 


Perhaps this is the feeling of being swaddled- that thing that mothers are supposed to do for 
their daughters. Perhaps this is what it is like to let kindness hold you in its hands, in a way 
you didn’t know that flesh could touch searing iron. Satsuki dares to shift and inch closer to 
Ryuko, drawing closer, closer to the thing she wants. She feels embarrassed, childish, so 
ashamed for giving in to temptation - 

“There you go, Satsuki-Chan!” Mako smiles at her, an encouraging one that loosens Satsuki’s 
shoulders. “Isn’t it nice? Ryuko-Chan’s very warm. That’s why I like cuddling with her.” 


Ryuko laughs sheepishly. Satsuki takes a deep breath. She allows Mako’s chipper words to 
replace the conniving monologue in her head. 


“Yes,” Satsuki answers. She hopes the heat in her cheeks isn’t apparent to the rest of the 
room. “She is.” 


Ryuko presses a little closer to Satsuki and Satsuki softens, perhaps to the same fabric Ryuko 
and Mako are made of. 


It’s eight months after Satsuki first moved out when her showerhead breaks for the first time. 
She calls Ryuko because she doesn't know who else to call. She surely can't be this panicked 
in front of the Elite Four; it would taint the iron frame around her portrait. 


“Ryuko,” Satsuki says into the phone, about to cry. She vaguely recalls that perhaps normal 
adults do not get this frenzied about a broken showerhead. 


“What's up, Sats?” Ryuko answers. She sounds tired. That makes sense; it's getting late in the 
day. 


“T need to take a bath,” Satsuki tells her. Her voice wavers, fragile like a child. 
“Okay, and? Do you need my help or something?” Ryuko jokes. 


Satsuki doesn't say anything. Yes bleeds through the phone. Eventually, Ryuko figures out 
that no, this is not a joke. 


“Okay. Yeah. So do you want me to come over?” 


“Yes, please.” Satsuki doesn't know what good it will do per se, but she does know that she 
wants Ryuko to come over. 


“Be there in a hot minute.” 
“Okay.” 


They hang up, and Satsuki sits on the bathroom tile floor, still in her robe. She feels herself 
becoming starchy and brittle. 


A bath. A bath. It's only a bath. 


Those words make Satsuki cry. They're only another one of her endless monologues created 
during the time her mother was alive. The brittle parts of her crumble. Ryuko isn't here yet to 
catch the tears. 


“So, how do you want to go about this? Because if you need someone to fix your shower, 
that's more of a Bazaro kind of thing,” Ryuko says. She tries to give Satsuki a reassuring 
smile. 


“I don't want him here,” Satsuki snaps. “I want you.” 
Ryuko sighs. She looks at the bathtub, then back at Satsuki. 
“Ts that what you want, Nee-San? For me to be here while you take a bath?” 


Satsuki hadn't particularly considered what she wanted until Ryuko brought it up. Ryuko lets 
her want things sometimes. 


“Yes,” she answers very quietly. 
“L-Like- Together, or...” Ryuko’s face gets red. Satsuki huffs. 


“Not in the tub with me. Just in the room. Is that alright?” 


“Y-Yeah. No problem.” Ryuko stands and turns on the tub. They wait as it fills up together. 
Ryuko sits on the floor with Satsuki. 


“It's just a bath,” she offers, trying to be helpful. But those words have already been done and 
dusted. 


“T know.” Satsuki doesn't snap this time. She's too tired to snap at Ryuko. 

“T'm sorry,” Ryuko says. Her pinky touches Satsuki’s pinky, and Satsuki feels herself melt. 
“It's okay, imuoto,” she breathes. “It's not your fault.” 

“T wasn't there with you when she was... doing stuff.” 

Doing stuff is certainly one way to phrase your mother molesting you. But Satsuki concedes. 
“You're here now.” 


Satsuki holds Ryuko’s hand- another want that Ryuko sometimes lets her have- and Ryuko 
helps her slip off the robe and step into the tub. 


“T'm going to sit in the corner and play the Nintendo Switch,” Ryuko says. “Holler at me if 
you need anything.’ 


Satsuki nods. She begins to steep herself into the water. A few uneasy minutes pass. Satsuki 
tries to get herself to relax. She tries to imagine that she's like a tea bag, and is supposed to 
enjoy this the same way she relaxes into a cup of tea. She tries to imagine being swaddled 
and comforted, the same way mothers are supposed to do for their daughters- 


Oh, god. No. She’s not supposed to imagine mothers and daughters in baths. 
Satsuki breaks. 


“Hollering-” she chokes, but she doesn't think Ryuko hears her. She can barely hear herself. 
What a small tub, much too shallow for a grown woman to drown in. 


“So grown-up, Satsuki,” Ragyo calls from beyond troubled waters. “Shouldn't you relax? 
Relinquish yourself to me? ” 


Fingers go where they're not supposed to go. Mothers go where they're not supposed to go, 
cross lines where they’re not supposed to cross. How heavy Satsuki’s dread must be to take 
her by the legs and sink her towards her demise. 


“I'm hollering!” Satsuki yells now, sobbing. Ryuko shoots up and walks over. 
“Mother of fuck- Okay, wait.” 


Satsuki thinks she sees Ryuko taking off her socks and rolling up her pant legs, but she's not 
sure. Water fills her eyes and her lungs. Two legs plummet into the tub, on both sides of 


Satsuki, and suddenly, Ryuko is leaning over her, cupping Satsuki’s cheeks and looking into 
her eyes. 


Oh. Ryuko is here now. Here in the tub with Satsuki. 


“It's. Just. A bath, ” Ryuko tells her very sternly. A thumb brushes Satsuki’s cheek, wiping 
away tears that Satsuki doesn't remember crying. Satsuki waits for Ryuko’s hands to travel- 
to go places they're not supposed to go- but they don't. Ryuko keeps her palms planted firmly 
on Satsuki’s cheeks, doing exactly as she should. 


“It's just a bath,” Satsuki repeats, quiet and shaky. It's somehow more convincing this time. 
She slowly comes back into the room, after yet another episode in her new condo. 


“Yeah. Try to breathe, Nee-San.” Ryuko holds her a little more still. 


“Ryuko,” Satsuki says, wanting to cry. She wants to get out of the tub now- still not fully 
washed- and have Ryuko hold her like the small child she feels she is. She wants Ryuko to 
wrap her up so much more wholly than what two hands can do on cheeks. 


“You're okay,” Ryuko says, and Satsuki, feeling small and frail, tries to believe her. Ryuko 
stands a little straighter and grabs a shampoo bottle from Satsuki’s shelf. “I'm going to clean 
your hair now. Just keep breathing. It’ll be done soon. And then you can get out.” 


Satsuki’s breathing steadies. Ryuko pulls her out of something intangible, back to herself. 


“T'm older,” Satsuki mumbles quietly when she realizes their situation. Ryuko keeps 
scrubbing her scalp. “I'm supposed to be taking care of you.” 


“One fucking year, Satsuki. You're so fucking stupid sometimes. Just let me help you.” 
Ryuko scrubs a little more, then starts pouring water over Satsuk1’s head so it doesn't hit her 
eyes. 


Satsuki doesn't open her mouth to respond, just in case shampoo gets in it. Ryuko stands 
above her, much taller than Satsuki is, fully clothed while Satsuki is naked, and she gives her 
gentle, warm touches in places that still feel safe. Even like this, with Ryuko in such a higher 
position than her, Satsuki feels nothing but kindness and grace envelop her. 


“It's just a bath,” Satsuki repeats gently when Ryuko is finished cleaning her hair. 


“It's just a bath, Big “Brows.” Ryuko smiles at her- the charming one that makes Satsuki feel 
safe. “Let's get you outta here.” 


Ryuko offers to spend the night. When she begins lying down on the couch (sans blanket), 
Satsuki immediately protests, grabbing her roughly by the hand and ushering her into 
Satsuki’s bedroom. 


“I don’t mind the couch, Sats. Personal space or whatever,” Ryuko says shakily after being 
manhandled. 


“You are my guest,” Satsuki protests. “And my sister,” though she’s not sure what this even 
means anymore. Ryuko stares at her, and Satsuki feels it again- feels the threads of her being 
begin to unspool and lay around the room in clumps. 


“And I would feel better if you were here,” she adds quietly. Ryuko concedes, nodding and 
crawling under the comforter. Satsuki crawls under with her. They face each other quietly for 
a bit. Satsuki forces herself to breathe. Then, tentatively, she reaches her hand out to hold 
Ryuko’s- a childlike temptation and want - and Ryuko lets her do this with all the grace in the 
world. 


“Ts it normal,” Satsuki utters quietly. Ryuko's eyebrow raises as she listens intently. “For me 
to feel this needy towards you?” 


Satsuki feels unwoven by Ryuko, devastated by her gargantuan desire. Who knew that the 
collisions of sword and scissor and sisterhood would come to this - a battle somehow more 
desperate than saving the world, confined to the small things, like taking a bath and wanting 
to be held? 


“S not wrong to need, Nee-San,” Ryuko replies. Her voice is soft and kind. 
“Ts it normal, though?” Satsuki asks again. 


Ryuko snorts. “Nothing ‘bout you is normal, not even your eyebrows.” Satsuki scowls at her, 
and Ryuko grins. “But yeah, I think it’s normal.” 


Ryuko shifts closer to Satsuki and Satsuki feels herself get warm again. 
“You done yapping yet?” Ryuko asks, her eyelids getting heavy. 
Satsuki’s heart thumps. “I suppose I am.” 

“Good.” 


Very slowly and very gently, Ryuko takes Satsuki’s cheeks in her palms- a gesture to tell her, 
don t worry, everything is alright - and she presses a soft kiss to Satsuki’s forehead. They’re 
close. Very close. Satsuki considers the distance between them, but she doesn’t feel for a 
second that they’re too close. 


Satsuki burrows into Ryuko’s warmth. 
“I need you too, by the way,” Ryuko tells Satsuki as she does so. 
Satsuki blinks. “You... you need me?” 


“Yeah. ‘Else I wouldn’t keep coming over, right? I need you the same way I need Mako. And 
Senketsu. And the same way you need me. ‘S just what it means to connect.” 


To connect. To become entangled. Yes, Satsuki supposes that this is what she and Ryuko are- 
crossed lines, red strings of fate and life fiber intertwined. Something that blurs between 


friends, sisters, and girlfriends because care and connection know no bounds. And perhaps 
it’s not normal, but perhaps that’s okay. 


Connection. This must be the answer to a question Ragyo has guarded Satsuki from her 
whole life. 


“Goodnight, imouto,” Satsuki whispers. 


“Yuh,” Ryuko manages to get out before she falls asleep. She starts drooling as a child would, 
and Satsuki watches her, endeared. 


It’s been a year since Satsuki first moved out. She and Ryuko sit at a table in the mall food 
court. Mako sets down her things and requests that Satsuki watch over her stuff while she 
goes to the bathroom because she really has to piss! Oh gosh, she really shouldnt have drank 
that extra-large soda pop! And Satsuki-Sama is so cool and intimidating! No one will try 
anything if she watches it! 


“T can be intimidating,” Ryuko mutters bitterly. Mako sets down all her shopping bags next to 
Satsuki anyway. 


“No!” Mako asserts. “You’re too cute; you’ ll just pull people in! Satsuki-Chan, you stand 
guard!” 


Satsuki nods. “Affirmative.” 


And Mako runs to the bathroom to take her piss. Ryuko and Satsuki stay at the table idly, 
Ryuko quietly grumbling. She kicks Satsuki’s foot with her foot. 


“You tried kicking my ass all the time in high school,” she comments, still bitter about being 
cute, not intimidating. “Did you ever think I was scary?” 


Satsuki chuckles, considering. She recounts their story- bold pieces of fabric woven into each 
other, connected by red strings of fate from the start. She remembers the two of them yelling. 
Oh, the amount of yelling the two of them could accomplish. But it was never just that. There 
were many short, quiet moments Ryuko never got to see while Satsuki stood so high above 
her- amusement twitching Satsuki's lip upward as she watched Ryuko act on her every 
impulse and whim, curiosity brimming behind her cold blue eyes. 


“T don’t know if I ever thought you were scary," Satsuki tells Ryuko slowly. "I think I more 
so found you to be... challenging.” 


Ryuko gawks at her. She looks funny. Cute, even. Satsuki warms. 
“Challenging?” 


“Yes. Well, you made me question myself often. Your audacity and impulsivity were foreign 
to me, as was...” 


Satsuki looks in the direction Mako went to go to the bathroom. Her chest squeezes. 
“...As was the way you connected with other people.” 


Ryuko huffs, disbelieving, and sits back in her seat. “What, you mean the way that I don’t use 
my friends as pawns?” 


Satsuki chews the inside of her cheek a little before responding. 
“Yes. Precisely.” 


Ryuko blinks. The vulnerability in Satsuki’s admission is foreign to both of them, but Satsuki 
tries her best to forge ahead bravely. The way she knows Ryuko would. 


She takes a breath before continuing. “I used to wonder what sort of fabric you were made 
of- whether the cloth you are cut from was stronger or softer than mine- but now I understand 
what useless of a question that was. You are both, Ryuko. You are strong because you allow 
yourself softness.” 


Satsuki reaches across the table. She weaves their fingers together. 
Connection. Perhaps the impulse isn’t as childish as she once thought. 
Ryuko stares at her with wide eyes. 


“T look up to you, Ryuko,” Satsuki asserts firmly. She may be older and taller, but she does. 

“No part of you needs to be absolute the way that I do; you’re too busy going around, being 
anywhere and everywhere with the people you love. That love is important to me. It inspires 
me to love you the same.” 


Satsuki gazes at Ryuko fondly. She squeezes her hand gently. 


It’s been a year since Satsuki first moved out. In that time, Satsuki has learned care and 
adoration, a foreign concept to a child turned to iron by her mother. She’s learned how to 
hold hands with her sister in a food court of strangers and cry at how big it feels to be 
intertwined with other people. People who are kind and warm in ways she’s always wanted to 
be. 


““Love ya, Big “Brows,” Ryuko says with a surly grin. A tear slips from one of her eyes. 
“You're so over-the-top, you know that? Gettin’ me all emotional ‘n’ shit.” 


Satsuki smiles at Ryuko, tears pooling in her eyes as well. She reaches her hand out- the one 
that’s not holding Ryuko’s hand- and wipes Ryuko’s cheek for her with her thumb. 


“You are the one who taught me to be this way, imouto.” 


End Notes 


I know it's been over a decade since this show erred but I sure have been thinking about 
Satsuki lately, if that's any indication as to how I'm doing in my personal life lmfao. She is 
my comfort character, for better or for worse. 


Take care! Thank you for reading! 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


